I had expected there to be more people. Huts, maybe. A fire. But instead there was only a tent, and inside that tent was Callia's mother. She was a small woman, with Callia's gold eyes and a sharp tongue. She did not trust me, that much was clear, but she did not turn me away either. She fed me and gave me a place to sleep, and in the morning she sent me on my way.



I walked for hours, not sure where I was going or what I was looking for. I only knew that I had to keep moving. The rebels were out there somewhere, and I had to find them.



I don't know how long I wandered, but eventually I came to a river. It was wide and slow-moving, and on the other side I could see a town. I hesitated for a moment, unsure if I should cross, but then I heard someone call my name.



I turned to see Callia walking towards me. She was smile, but it didn't reach her eyes. It didn't matter. I was just happy to see her.



"I thought I'd find you here," she said as she reached me. "Come on, the others are waiting."



She took my hand and led me across the river. On the other side, I could see the rebels' camp. There were people and tents and fires, and for the first time in what felt like a lifetime, I felt safe.